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perhaps the most surprising feature in the wonderful
old age of Mr. Aubrey de Vere,

His appearance at about the age of eighty-three is
very vivid in my recollection. He entered the room
swiftly and gracefully, the front of his body thrown
a little forward, as is frequently the case with tall and
active old men. His countenance bore a singular
resemblance to the portraits of Wordsworth, although
the type was softer and less vigorous. His forehead,
which sloped a little and was very high and domed,
was much observed in the open air from a trick he
had of tilting his tall hat back. I used to think,
very profanely, that in profile, on these occasions,
he bore a quite absurdly close resemblance to the
Hatter in " Alice's Adventures/' especially when, as
was frequently the case, he recited poetry. I am
sure that any open-minded person who recollects
Mr. de Vere will admit that Sir John Tenniel's im-
mortal drawing of the Hatter repeating " Twinkle,
twinkle, little bat!" is irresistibly reminiscent of our
revered friend. In spite of this there was something
extraordinarily delicate and elevated in his address.
He was, in fact, conversation made visible. I never
knew a more persistent speaker. If he broke bread
with one, the progress of the meal would be inter-
rupted and delayed from the very first by his talk,
which was softly, gently unbroken, like a fountain
falling upon mosses. On one occasion, when we sat
together in a garden in the summer, Mr. de Vere
talked, with no other interruption than brief pauses
for reflection, for three hours, in itself a prodigious